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still thought that England could resist were either fools or paid
agents. And the papers reminded the population that spreading
false news would promptly be dealt with by the Germans. So the
papers encouraged the belief that Germany had suffered a flaming
defeat. Now to my story.
Outside the garage of a man I knew (only in my imagination) there
stopped a convoy of closed German lorries. There were fifteen
lorries. The officer in charge told the garage-keeper that the garage
was requisitioned for the night. The lorries were put inside the
garage, and before leaving the Germans locked the garage carefully
and took the key away. They'd be back in the morning. The
convoy, they said, was on its way to Germany. The curiosity of
the garage-keeper was aroused. He had a duplicate key and let
himself into the garage. He opened the door of the first lorry. Six
puffed-up German corpses lay in it. Officers of high rank they had
been before the English turned them into the sea. The same kind of
swollen corpses were in the other lorries. Those dead officers were
being taken home for burial in Germany.
All I told this story to were deeply impressed, A clever woman
friend said, though, that 1 should be ashamed of believing such a
yarn. She was wrong. I didn't believe it. But 1 hasten to add that
the atmosphere was such that had somebody else invented that
story and had I heard it the way I used to relate it, I'm positive that
I would have believed it straightway and implicitly. I was proud of
my effort when a Belgian who had lived in Paris for donkey's years,
said that he knew the garage-keeper. "Le garaglste ma raconte
rhistoire lui-meme," he added.
This talking all over the shop was becoming dangerous. This I see
in retrospect. At the time I didn't care. Not because I was
remarkably brave but simply because the thought didn't occur to
me. And it was amusing to read of the great variety of reasons the
Germans were ready to shoot you for. 1 used to say that they should
have notices up telling one for what they didn't shoot you. It would
have been simpler and would have saved them paper. There began
to creep into the Parisian landscape the Gestapo and their French
stool-pigeons. The Gestapo had been in residence since the occupa-
tion; now they were becoming conspicuous. They were men with
thick ears and close-cropped heads who wore mackintoshes and
carried attache-cases under their arms. Some of them wore riding-
boots. You knew them from a mile away. And if you didn't, to
paraphrase G. K. Chesterton, you asked. Therefore, conversation
usually stopped whenever a German civilian appeared.
The bulk of the Gestapo reeked of police. That is an international